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pounds in 1900. In 1908, during which he wrote Buried Alive and
three quarters of The Old Wives' Tale, he said he had "never
worked so hard as this year," and " have not earned less for several
years." But his amazing perseverance and application won its
reward at the end of that year with the publication of The Old
Wives' Ta!e> and in 1912 his income was sixteen thousand pounds.
He did not relax to bask in the sunshine of success; he went about
freely to social functions, but he went on producing his annual
three hundred thousand words with clockwork precision.

He returned to England to live in 1913, taking a "new-old"
house at Thorpe-le-Soken in Essex, whence during the war he
travelled up to town, like his own Lord Raingo, to attend at the
Ministry of Information, where, under Lord Beaverbrook, he was
director of British propaganda in France. Even during the war,
when he made himself useful in public service in every possible
way, he contrived to keep up an average of about two hundred
thousand words of his "own stuff", besides propaganda writing.
The only difference that affluence brought to his life lay in
more expensive pleasures; he kept a yacht, entertained lavishly,
travelled always au prince, played at casino tables, ate and drank
of the best in the most splendid and exclusive of hotels and
restaurants. Always he enjoyed life; in 1907, when reading
Taine's letters,

"The portrait of the man gradually grew clear to me, and
inspired me with ideals similar to his own; the doing simply
of the work which one believes to be best, and to neglect of all
gross and vain considerations. Why should I worry after fame
and money, knowing as I do that these will not increase my
happiness?"

The answer was simply that he loved life too much to devote
himself to the contemplative serenity of a creative artist absorbed
entirely in his work for his own sake; he had not lingered long
in the rural retreat he coveted as a London journalist. Carrying
out with astonishing tenacity the prograntme he planned when
deciding to devote himself to fiction, he trained himself to habits
incapable of being broken. He never willingly wasted a moment
of life; if he was at work, pen in hand, he must be out aad about.